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ANATOLE FRANCE 




Tiif tine aulliOT is recognisable by the 
existence ou every page ol“ his works of 
at least nne sentence or one pbrosc which 
none but he could have wntten. 

Take the following sentence: “ If we 
may believe this amiable shepherd of 
souls, it is mipossible for us to elude 
divine mercy, and we slusll aU enter 
Paradise—unless, indeed, there l>e no 
Paradise, which is exceedingly probable.” 

It treats of Renan. It must be written 
a disciple of Renan’s, whose humour 
perhaps dlows itself a little more licence 
than the ipast^r's. More we cannot say. 

[81 
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. But take this: “ She was the widow 
of four husbands, a dreadful woman, sus¬ 
pected of everytlnng except of having 
loved—consctjucntly honoured and re¬ 
spected.” There is only one man who can 
Imve written this. It jestingly indicates 
the fsict that society forgives woman 
everything except a passion, and com¬ 
municates tins observation to tlie reader, 
as it were witli a gentle nudge. 

Or take tbe following; “ We should 
not love nature, t(}i she is not lovable; 
but neither should we hate her, for she is 
not deserving of hatred. She is every- 
Uihig. It is very difficult to be every¬ 
thing. It results in terrible heavy- 
handedness Sind awkwardness. ’ 

There is only one roan who wOtild 
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1 * 

excuiic Nature for her indificrence to us 
human beings in tiiese words: “ It is very 
difficult to be everything.” 

Read this passage; “It is a gical in- 
finnity to tliink. (Jod pieserve you from 
it, my son, as lie has preserved 1 lisgreatest 
sifints and the souls whom fie loves with 
espeeijil tenderness and destines to eternal 
felieity. 

It is an Abln^ who '•peaks thus, aud 
who sp<‘aks w’ithoul a trace of ii*oiiy. 
One is conscious of the author’s smile 
behind the Abbe’s seriousness. 

Few are so pithy in their irony as 

ft 

France, lie says; “ Cicero was in 
politics a Moderate of the most violent 
d<scriptiop.” 

Few ar^ so. picturesque in their satire 

r-'j] 
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AS lie. Others have used the phrase: 
Equality before the law—^that means 
equality before the laws which the well* 
to-do have made for the poor, and men 
for women. Others have maintained that 
the ideal of justice would he an inequality 
before the law adjusted to the differences 
between individuals. Others have said: 
If there is inequalily in law itself, where 
is equality to be found i 

But there is only one man who can 
have written: “ The law, in its majestic 
equality, forbids the nch as well as the 
poor to sleep under bridges, to beg in the 
streets, and to steal bread.” 

This one man is Anatcle France. 
Most noticeable in this style is its 
irony; it stamps him is a. spiritual 
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descendant of Reiuin. But in spite 
the relationship, hVanoe’s irony is of a 
very different description from Henan’s. 
Renan, as historian or critic, always 
speaks in his own name, »m<l we are 
directly conscious of himself in the ficti¬ 
tious pci sonajjes of his pliilosophic dramas, 
and even moie so in those of his philo¬ 
sophic dialogues. France’s irony conceals 
itself heneath iianetd. Renan disguises 
him clf. France transforms himself. lie 
writes from standpoints which are directly 
the opposite of liis own—^primitive Chris¬ 
tian, 01 mediicval Catholic —and through 
wliat is said we apprehend what he 
means. Other writers may be as witty, 
may bo or appear as delicately ironical 
—^they still do not resemble him. If we 
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filter the d^'pAt of ^onic famous china 
manufactory with a piece of china from 
some other faitoiy, as faultless and as 
beautiful in colour as those by which we 
arc suiroundecl, the saleswoman takes it 
into her hand, looks at it, and viys: “ The 
pMste is ditlercnt.” • 

In Frances case we may search long 
for paste of the same quality as that 
wdiich he has succt^eded m produeing 
after thirty six years oJ labour. 


[ 8 ] 



A\mo)! Fiiwii IS no ]oiij>er joimj;. 
Ins of t*onipaiative]y recent 

Oil 10, IMOi, lu completed 

tns umkUi \tai, but only loi the last 
eleven v*ai'» bis he it all) been iamoas. 

ri( br i>aiias({Ujt{ a >onn^ niantoMTite 
btci 1 . \ ind InsbnuaJ essajs and tasteful 
poeni*!, bur li« was tlml)-soven when he 
lust aiUailrd attention h) bis simple 
tale, Li ( iinti dt St/hisf/c lion mu and 
It was not iiTitil IS02 93 that he ga\e 
proof ol his giii>inality. 

His rema^uijisr so loiu* in the shade is 
attributable m^the first place to the tardy 

[9J 
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development ol liis complete individuality, 
lie had not the courage to he completely 
hirn^cU*; eneoiiragcnicnl from without 
was iwessarv to liini. 

ft 

And her reason foi it was the occupa¬ 
tion ot‘ the rorc*ground hj gieat novelists 
who have now disapjnaied '.lory-lell(rs 
like Maupassant, DaudcL Zola; and yet 
another, ihat men uftiilenl su(*l)as Hourget 
and Jliijsinaiis had nof yet gone over to 
cloicalisni. oi Jules LtMuaitro to naiional- 
isjn, or Ilcrvieu to the Ihcalre. More- 
ovrT and this ol prime impt*itance--the 
great artist n. style wliose lieir he is, 
Krnest Uenan, was still v\itli us. 

Xol until the acute set ptic ind enthusi- 
ashealiv piiais thinker in whose footsteps 
he ti<Kl, and tliose lux uiaiitly fertile 

r 
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authors \\h()sc books excited most altcn-. 
tion had |)ass/*d away, was the space 
round that tree ol knowledge ^vhich 
Analcle iMcnee hati (danied sufficiently 
cleared to allow the sunlight to i dl upon 
it and the tree to become visible Ironi 
c\tiry Mdc, 

T1r»'-<* other Freiulunen were all born 
in the pro\inecs Daudet and Zola in 
Pr< > venet, > I aupassai it in Xormandy, 
Renan in IJrittany, llcr\ieu at Neiiilly, 
Bourgf't at Amiens; Ilnysm.ms is of 
Pdemish ilc’^eeiit. rraneex mIio is cast in 
softer mould, and Ironi the \cry heginning 

showed liinisell to be Ic^s slurdv than the 

■ 

Proven(j*als <iiul Nf)rmans, <s a Parisian 
born, and ‘ bears the genuine Parisian 
stamp. , . 

Lii ] 
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Ills muster, llciiaii, did not become a 
l^arisian until towards the close of his 
life, until he had lost tlie IJreton stamp^ 
and ceased to be a pupil of the Ger¬ 
mans. France was a Parisian from the 
beginning. 

The light and air of Paris were his 
nati\e atmosphere, the Taixembourg Gar¬ 
dens were to him Fieiich nature, and the 
.street was his school. As a child he 
watched the dairy-girls c*ar;ying milk and 
the coal-heavers coals into all the houses 
of the Quartier Ijutin. He knows the 
Parisian artisan and small shopkeeper 
well. 

The windows of the statiemers’ shops 
riveted his attention with their pictures, 
and his first instruction \\as received in 

[ 12 ] 
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turning over the leaves of the books in. 
the boxes of the poor sjilcsmcxi on the 
Seine quays. 

lie himself was the sou of a poor book¬ 
seller, or rather bookseller’s assistam. lie 
was bom in a book-shop, mid brought 
up amongst old, wise books, mysterious 
reminders of a life which was no more. 
From them he learned how ephemeral 
existence is, how little of the work of any 
generation survives; and tliis has inspired 
him with a fund of sadness, gentleness', 
and compassion. 

It is extraordinary how many small 
book-shops be has described, in Paris and 
elsewhere—their books, their frequenters, 
the conversations held in them. Again 
and ever agt^in does be occupy himself 

[ 13 ] 
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. with these worthy booksellers on the banks 
of the Seine (wlio now look upon him as 
their guardian spirit), with their wretched 
life, as they stand there in the cold and 
rain, seldom selling anything. 

We, to whom not one of the French¬ 
men of to-day seems so French as Anatble 
France —for he embodies in liiinself the 
whole national tradition, descending from 
the romance-writers of the Middle Ages 
through Montaigne to Voltaire—we are 
not suiprised that he *^houId have boldly 
assumed the name of his country in place 
of his owTi. h ranee, howe\cr, was also 
the Christian name of his unassuming 
father—he was France llubitut. But to 
the humble jicople of tlie street in which 
he li\es, the little Alice ^^ll^^ Said, the 

[ 14 ] 
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author is not Fran(*e; they call him, 
Monsieur Ariatolc. 

The streets by the Seine arc always in 
his mind. lie ‘•ays somewhere: “ I was 
brought up on this Quai, amoiigsi hooks, 
by humble, simple people, whom I alone 
remember. When I am no more it will 
be as if *l^cy had neAcr c\isted.” 

Elsewhere he calls these ri\cr-side 
streets the adopted (‘ounlry of all men 
of intellect and taste. 

And in a third place he writes: I was 
brought up on the quays, where the old 
books form part of the lands(*ape. The 
Seine was my delight. ... 1 admired the 
river, which Jby day mirrored tlie sky and 
bore boats^on its breast, by night decked 
itself with jewHs and spaikling flowers.” 

[ 15 ] 



ANATOLE FRANCE 
A book-lover lie wus and is. 


One or ilie first ehara(*tcrihtics which 


strikes the reader of Frances works is this 


literary culture, unusual in a novelist and 
story-writer, and also its nature. Amongst 
Fren(*h authors as a el ass we arc accus¬ 
tomed to ihi unh'arned, whose culture is 
restrictcdly French, to the pupils of the 
Normal School, whose culture is one- 
sidedly classical, and to the learned, whose 
culture is European. But 1 ranee’s is a 
wide, ample culture, gained in a Europe 
from which the tieriiianic nations are 
excluded. lie knoAA s neither English nor 
(German. This is the chief difierence 
between his culture and Renan's. But 
the want is less fell in him than in others. 

Renan was th(‘ Oriental philologist. 

Lifi] 
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The Semitic binffuagcs were his field; 
his intellect h;id been nourished upon 
German seicnec. What France is tho¬ 
roughly at home in is Latin and tircek 
antiquity; but he is also well \ersccl in the 
Latin and Italian literatures ot the Middle 
Ages. T 'hercf(»re he is, be it noted in 
passing, a keen siippoiter of* classical 
school education. “ I have,'* he says 
somewhere, *“a desperaie attachment to 
Latin studies. Without them the beauty 
of the French genius w^ould be gone. 
We arc liatins. 'rhe milk of* the she- 
wolf is the best part oi* our blood.” 

He has made himself specially familiar 
with the age of ferment when Christianity 
was struggling with paganism in the 
ancient miiid, jvith the Christian legends, 

[ 17 ] 
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which he retails with naiveld and well- 
concealed irony, and with Italian and 
even more particulaily F'rcnch history, 
from the days of Ciesar to the eighteenth 
century, the beginning of which lives in 
his Rime Pidaiupie. 

Ilis art occupies itself very frequently 
with religious feelings and situations. 
And here the contrast with Henan is 
strongest. For whereas Renan’s mind 
was always religiously disposed and his 
language often unctuous, France, in treat¬ 
ing of religious subjects, in spite of 
apparent reverence, is as callous in his 
inmost soul as Voltaire. 

To liis pictures of the past have been 
added in the last stage of his developm^t 
pictures drawn from the V’rance of to-day, 

[ 18 ] 



ANATOLE FRANCE 


and portraits of personages who have as 
lately formed the subjects of conversation 
as Verlaine and Esterhazy, 

It s not modern life, however, wliieli 
he favours as author or man. V;?nc day, 
when a visitor to whom he was 'showing 
his* books e\])ressed surprise that there 
were few, and apparently no modern 
works among them, IVance sai<l: “ I 
have no new books. I do not keep those 
which arc sent me; I send them on to a 
friend in the country.” ('fhe friend in 
the country ” was very probably a French 
euphemism for one of those booksellers 
on the Seine quays whom France knows 
so well.) But do you not care to make 
acquaitktance willi them i ’’ “ My con¬ 

temporaries.? ‘Nol \V’liat they can tell 

[ 19 ] 
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me 1 know (iiiite as well myself. I learn 
more from IVlionius than from Mend^is.” 

It was, therefore, doubtless half un- 
A\illini>Ij that Fiance for se\cral years 
uiidej't(M)k to diM'ourse critically, in the 
feuilhion of the Temps, on the produc¬ 
tions of his contemporaries. The four 
\ohnncs in which he has collected his 
articles are, nc vcj thcless, extremely in- 
Icrcsling. In them, from beginning to 
end. he maintains that *^uch a thing as 
pure, impersonal criticism is impossible, 
that the critic cau ne\er do anything but 
represent Inmsitf— that, consequently, 
when he qieaks of Horace or Shakespeare 
it simply means that he is speaking, in 
connection with Horace or Shakespeare, 
of himself. 
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France, then, spoke always of himself. 
“ I hope that when I speak oF myself 
every one will think of himself.’' As 
critic he communicated his personal im 
pressions, and often related ai ecnotes. 
chiefly of occurrences durinff liis own 
childhood and early youth, which eluci¬ 
dated and explained tlu^se impiessions. 
A critic in the strict sense of the word he 
was not, and when his liooks began to 
sell better he ga\e up criticism. IIis 
utterances in the four \olunics referred 
to are most characteristic of his person¬ 
ality, re\ealing, as they do, its spii*it, its 
limitations, and its prejudi(*os—prejudices 
which he has»gradually outgrown. 

The frieild to whom France replied, 
** I have no .modem books in my lK>use,” 

r2i 1 



ANATOLE FRANCE 

asked, smiling: “Not even your own?’* 
“No/’ answered Fnaiicc; “what a man 
has built himself—e^en supposing it to 
be a palace —he knows so well that he 
eaiinot endure the sight of it. I could 
not bear to have my own books in my 
hands. Why should 1 look at them ? ’’ 

“ 'Fo a\oid repetition.” 

“ 1 certainly do perpetually repeat my¬ 
self.” 

This is unfortunately true —it is one of 
the besetting sins of the author. Too 
often docs the same thouglit recur in his 
pages, expressed almost in the same 
words. At times he repeats in one book, 
page for page, what he Ik^s written in 
another, 

Wv can see wJiat a faithful portrait of 

[ 242 ] 
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himself France has given us in the person 
of the sculptor in Lc Ijys Rouge by 
comparing the above answer with the 
foUovang passage. 

Madame Martin-Hclleme say “‘I mo 
none of your own woiks, not a single 
statue or relief.” 

Dechartre replies: “ Do you imagine 
that it would be a pleasure t(' me to live 
among my own works ^ I know them 
far too well . . . they boie me.” 

That Dcchaitie is only a mask lor 
France is almost acknowledged in what 
follows: ‘‘Even though I have modelled 
a few bad figures, I am no sculptoi—^rather 
a bit of a poet and philosoplier ” 


[ 23 ] 



In France^ litcrarj lilc, after a preparatory 
stage which lasted fifU'cii years, there 
are two periods, which differ so much 
from each other that one might almost 
say: Tliere are two Frances. 

Ill the first of these periods he is the 
refined satirist, who, from a station high 
above the human eiowd, observes its 
endeavours and stiuggles with a superior, 
compassionate smile. In the second he 
appears a^ the combatant. He not only 
attaches himself to a party,^ but affirms 
as he floes so his belief in tlie very things 
at whi(*h he Inis jested and seoffed—the 

f 2t] 
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sound instinct of the people, the signifi¬ 
cance of the majority, the increasing 
reality of progress—in the doctrines which 
as a thinker he had declined to ‘ucept, 
those of democracy and socialise*. 

When a friend once politely hut plainly 
reproached him willi this 'ittiLiuK* as not 
perfei't ly honourable, h'ranee answered 
in a manner which avriided the real point 
by asking: "‘Do you know any other 
power capable of opposing that of the 
Church aiul Nationalism in eonibination 
except the Socialist Labour party i '' 
lie turned the theoretical into a prac¬ 
tical cpiestion. 

When the friend rnnaiked that he 
himself, ufuler similar circumstances, had 
plainly aniioynced his practical adherence 

[23] 
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to a party, but at the same lime his dissent 
from its doctrine, France turned to some 
ladies who ’were present, and said, laugh¬ 
ing: “Is he not impossible'' As honest 
and obstinate as a donkey!' 

For more than half of his life France 
undoubtedly agieed with his Abbd Coig- 
nard, wdio had an afTeetionate contempt 
for mankind, and who would not have 
signed tin* Declaration of the Rights of 
Alan, not a line of It, “because of the 
sharply defined and unjust distinction 
made in it between man and the gorilla.” 
He m those da^s inclined, like Coignard, 
to the bedief that men aic mischievous 
animals who (an lie kept under control 
onl> by force or cunning. 

K\en many yeais latei, after he has 

L2G J 
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proclaimed liiiiiself a democrat, lie makes 
his moiitlipiecc, Horsycret, say to his dog : 

To-iiiorrow' you will be iii l^iris. It is 
an illustrious and noble city. The nobility, 
to tell the truth, is not coinmoi' to :.ll its 
inhabitants. It is, on the contrary, to be 
found in only a \cry small number of the 
citizens. Rut a whole town, a whole 
nation, exists in a tiw' indiiiduals who 
think with more power and more justice 
than the rest." AtmI later, in the same 
book, when llKpiet, with gajiing jaws and 
flaming eyes, has flown at th(‘ heels of the 
clever workman wdio has been setting up 
Bergeret’s book-shcl\es, his master ex¬ 
plains to him that what exalts a nation is 
not the fttolish cry that resounds in the 
streets, but^the silent thought wiiich is 

[ 27 j 
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conceived in a garret, and one day changes 
the face of the c 

France does not sliare tlie roa(‘tionary*s 
fear oftlic pow(T of tlie nmsscs. Hut if 
he does not har it. u is not because of 
tlieir wisdom. II is because of their 
caution. He knows llial feai of the un¬ 
known r(*nders uiii\ersal sutfrage a per¬ 
fectly safe institution. He has made too 
good use of his ejes and Ins reasoning 
powers to ha^e more ix^.erence for the 
so\ereign people than for anj of the other 
sovereigns to wliom men tliroughout the 
ages have oifored lioinage and flattery. He 
knows tliai kno\vledge is sovereign, not 
the people. lie knows that »i foolish cry, 
though taken up by thirt}-si\ millions of 
voices, does not cease to be foolish, and 

[ 28 ] 
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that truth is irrcsistibli' and will make 
itself ruler of tlie earth, iliougli it may be 
perccixcd and proclaimed only by a single 
man and liiongh millions may imilc and 
shout in chonis against his ‘"indiv dualism.” 

France is no optiniisl. IJe has seen 
tt)0 much declension and apentasy around 
him Franc'c and FiUrope generally, to 
belicxe in ^he fable ol uninterrupted pro¬ 
gress. He has lived through times of 
universal iiKhUerence and apathy, when 
no sting was sharp enough to stir men to 
think, much less to act. VMieu mcn’'^ souls 
arc hungering and thirsting after unright¬ 
eousness, it is of little us(‘ oflbriiig I hem 
a refreshing draught of culture. As is 
said of the ‘"people ” in licmitct: “ It is 

not easy .to. make an ass which is not 
% 
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thitsty drink." Franco kno^s, too, what 
popularity incans. lie lias frood reasons 
for making one of Ins piincipal characters 
say : “ If the oi ov\ d c\ er takes you loi iiigly 
into its aims, ]^()u amII soon diseoicr the 
vastness ol its iinpolcntc and of its 
eoi^aidiee \iidi\e haie elsewhere liis 
quiet, Witt} explanation of the election of 
a Nationalist (andidate foi the IVlunicipal 
Coiineiland the defeat o( the Republican. 
Tlie Nationalist (andidxte was entiiely 
ignoicint of all the subjects connected with 
the ofliee, and tljjs ignoianee stood him in 
good stead, it rendcied his oiatorymore 
spoiltaiH oils and eloquent. The Repub¬ 
lican, on the contiaij, lost 'himself in 
tecluiieal queslions and details Although 
he knew his public, he harboured some 

rsoi 
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illusions regarding the intelligence of the 
electors who had nominated him. From 
a certain respect for them, he dared not 
ventme on loo much humhug, and en¬ 
tered into explanations. Cohjcipicntly 
he seemed cold, obscure, tiresome—and 
all support was witlidrawn. 

Hut. on the other hand, France is no 
pessimist, lie knows and says of the 
France of to-day : Tlie weak are in the 
wrong, That is the sum of our morality, 
my friend. Do you suppose that we are 
on the side of Poland or Finland i No, 
no ! That is not the ^\ay the wind blows 
at present! " But he also knows that the 
earth will not finally belong to armed 
barbarity, * Alone, unarmed, naked, truth 
is stronger than c%erything. Might and 

[31 1 
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\ lolenre oppose it in \ ain. ll strikes at in- 
justiee and annihilates it. The w ord of man 
changes tlie \\orld. The alliance of strong 
reasons and noble thoughts is an indis¬ 
soluble alliances and against its onslaught 
nothing can stand. Ilergejcl, the tianquil 
philosopher, is absolutely terlain of the 
final victory of reason. “'The visions of 
the philosopher have in all age'* aroused 
men of action, who have sil to work to 
realise them. Our tlauights create the 
future. Statesmen work alter the plans 
which wo leave liehmd us.' 

Certain it is that the luture is hidden 
from O'-. But w'e inust» as France says, 
wu^’k at it as the wx'avers weyk who pro- 

A 

ducc the (iobelin tapestry without seeing 
the pictures which tliey are w^eaving. Nor 

[ 32 ] 
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is it *altogctlier true tliat the future is 
hidden. Or, granling it to be so to us, 
“we can conceive of more developed beings 
towlioni to inoiTow realised as yesterday 
and to day arc. It makes it the ■•sler to 
imagine l)eings who perceive simulta¬ 
neously phenomena which appear to us 
separat(‘d by a long internal of time, when 
we remember that our own eyes, looking 
up to the night sky, receive, mingled 
beams of light whieh have lelt «lilferent 
stars at intervals of centuries, and cen¬ 
turies of centuries.'’ 

A man liolding such views as these may 
be claimed as an adherent by both the 
Radical and.the Conservative party, as 
Ibsen was 'for a time in Scandinavia. 
France actually was incorporated in the 

[ ;J3 ] <• 
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Conservative party. As late as 1897 he 
was the candidate for the Academy whom 
the C'onservatnc part}, the Dukes, op¬ 
posed lo Ferdinand Fal)re, an author 

I 

hostile lo the power of the Cliurch. 

IIi^hly valuing moderation and tact, he 
at that time detested his future companion 
III arms, Zola—detested him, indeed, 
without moderation -wrote: I do not 
envy him his disgusting celebrity. Never 
has a man so exerted himself to abase 
humanity and to deny everything that is 
good and right. Nevev has any one so 
entirely misunderstood the human ideal/* 
There is more lov c of good taste here 
than appreciation of g(‘nins. It must 
be rcTncmbered that France* afterwards 
publicly recanted this and many similar 

[311 
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utterances. lie did so in tlic l)e{uitifiil 
and liearUcIt spet'ch whieli lie made at 
Emile Z»>1a\ *»ra\c; but lie had done it 
long bcJore. 

He ()\erlooked the genius of the man 
who was to become his best comrade in 
arms because of that man's bad taste an*! 
exaggcraLioii'*, and himscll* exaggeratedly 
praised the men with whom he was 
afterwards compelled to engage in mortal 
combat, and of whose narrowness and 
weaknesses he afler\vards liad ample ex¬ 
perience. 

He wrote in serious earnest: “ I do not 
believe that more intelligent men than 
Paul Bourget and Jules Leniailre can 

m 

ever have existed." 

He had no perception then of Bourgefs 

[35J 
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fear of hell, or of I^emaitre’s want of moral 
cquilibriuiii. Here is his Icstimoni.al to 
Ihe latter, the future Natioualisl fanatic: 
“He is one of the men who bear ill- 
will to none, but arc long-suifering and 
benc\olont. IIis is a fearless spirit, a 
smiling soul; he is all toleranec/' 

When this was written Jules Lemaitre 
was already malieious and ungenerous, 
though perhaps not yet base. A few 
years later he was, as \"ie<* President of 
the Palrie Franeaise, lead(‘r of the band 
which kept Dreyfus prisoner in the lie 
du Diable and advocated the covp dciat 
against Loubet A few years later Paul 
Bourgc‘t had returned to the bosom of the 
Itoinan Catholic t''hurch. and was attack¬ 
ing witli the utmost violence every pro- 
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gressive niovemeiil, even the enlighten¬ 
ment of Ihe people and instruction for 
the working mini. These were France’s 
models uf intelligence. 

Compared witli the attitude of these 
men, France’s own attitude during the 
past six years may almost be termed 
excinplui^. 

It may be that as the popular orator— 

a career for which he was not intended 

by nature—be has proclaimed himself 

rather more stnnigly convinced than he is 

in his inmost soul; this does not prevent 

its being the real man who has come to 

light during the la>t decade—the man 

who was coht*ealed behind the thinker's 
< 

play of thaiiglil jukI tlic poet’s metamor¬ 
phoses. • * 
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Suddenly he stripped himself of all his 
seeptieism and stood fortli,with \'oltaires 
old blade gleaming in his hand—^like 
Voltaire irresislible by reason of his wit, 
like him the terrible enemy (j 1‘ the power 
of the diureln like him the champion of 
innocence, lint, takijig a step in adv^ance 
ul‘ \'olLaire, France proclaimed himself the 
friend oi* the poor in the* great political 
struggle. 

'Fliat he did thus come forth was un¬ 
doubtedly a cemsequen *e of the circum¬ 
stance that the whole civilisation of 
France and he^* old position as protector 
of justice appeared to him to be endan¬ 
gered during a crisis in public morality; 
bul, ill the absence of souk instigation 
from without, he might tjOite possibly 
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have remained inactive. Tlie person who 
influenced liiin more than any otlier at 
this time was a lady in whose house he 
has for years been tlic most welcome of 
daily visitors—wliose house is, iiuked. his 
second home. 

’France did not hesitate to bring* the 
whole '^’eight of his influence publicly to 
bear wlicn it Ctimc in France to a trial of 
strength between a few chosen spirits on 
the one side, and the army, the Church, 
those in authority, and the misled masses 
on the otlier. 

In his capacity as combatant France 
has written the last two volumes of his 
Hhtoirc ('ufttemponufic, published his 
speeches in the Cu/ihr dc In QuhrMnw^ 
spoken atilve unveiling of Kenan's statue 
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and at Zola’s grave, and written the In¬ 
troduction to Combe’s collected speeches 
It is one of the signs of the times tliat 
he should now be llic man to whom the 
Prime Minister of France applies to have 
his utUTances placed before the French 
reading public. It shows what !i degree 
of mducncc is ascribed to him, and how 
definitely lu* has espoused a cause. 



lui> at limits iiilroduml liiinscll 
into his books He U>Les the rttiriii^ 
and d.'ii’ii'l n )i. Mature, and out 
of i* .,(ai' lb\i4<iet He 

tak(*v ‘ '-f mmi ilisMi. md oI it rem- 

stioet r *(< d'W'M>i of the Ifts- 

foii^ • 1 »k's his intensely 

he'iot* ihe 1 .*o. and \u ha\e the 
S( N'* Drib ilie in /i Lffs Kotim, 
He i»i*Mh.i<'s ItMii'ieli iiibv fins same 
iHOvl in Mu n< * on ol Ih** .nil hoi l\iul 

Vonee. ahnb^-i with Iim* huuMmu ol’ Ins 

■ 

name-tlus. ol ionise lo pi(‘\ent its 
being e>hseised tlial Anati/le Franee is 
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also the principal character, the sculptor; 
just as Mary Robinson is named in the 
book to conceal her identity with Miss 
Bell, the English authoress in it, ^d ^ 
Oppert is referred to to pre\ ent its being 
said that he is Schmoll, the antiquarian, 
as he undoubtedly is. 

When Vence is introduced to us in 
tlic heroine's drawing-room we are told : 

“ She considered Paul Vence to be the 
one really clever man wlio came to her 
house. She had appreciated him before 
his books had made him famous. She 
admired his protbund irony, his sensitive 
pride, his talent, ripened in solitude.” 

And to such an extent is Paul ^^ence 
France liimself tliat when, towards the 
end of the book, he remarks He was a 
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wise man who said, ‘ T^et us give to men 
for their witnesses and judges Irony a?id 

¥ 

Compassion’’’—an utterance to be Ibund 
in ii'ore than one of France’s books— 

4 

Madame Martin-IIclleme aiiswej -: IhiL, 
JMonsieur Venc*e, it was yourself who 
w^otc tliat.” 

PrniV^uiid irony is, tl\en, the first quality 
which he attributes to himself. 

Wo have seen how tliis irony, unlike 
Henan's, is indirect; ^vc only catch a 
gUiiipse of it through the naivete of 
another person. 

We arc told, for instance, in Thaia, of 
the heroine, a Grecian courtesan: “This 
woman shdwed herself at the festival 
games, apd did uoi hesitate to dance 
'publicly ill* such a manner that her 
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excessively agile and artM movements 
suggested the most dreadful passions and 
excited to them.’ This is felt and spoken 
from the standpoint of a monk. 

Pafiiucius, in the same book, sees the 
devil torturing souls. The narrator of‘ 
the occurrence expresses no doubt or 
incredulity; it is nowhere remarked that 
this was a vision, not reality. No! 

Small green devils pierced his lips and 
his throat with red-hot irons.’' 

This naivete is a rare quality m French 
literature, the literary art of the French 
being (in spite of Lafontaine) as a rule 
not naive, but even in Alolicre, and 
tliroughout liis v\hole century, as well as 
the next, perfectly sell-conscious. Yet 
naivete is a poweiful means t f pividucing 
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artistic effects — the indirect process which 
requires the reader’s own co-operation 
being undoubtedly always more oirective 
than the direct communication, Avliicli 
does not impart the useful litt’o impetu'* 
to the intellect. 

• France, in his historical tales, ^vrites 
ingenuously, as a contemporary would 
haA e spoken and thought. We arc most 
conscious of this in the series collected 
and published under the title of Clio. 
Simple tales they are, yet this book, 
wliich bears the name of the goddess of 
history, concerns itself with some of the 
greatest historical personages—Homer, 
Caesar, Dante, Joan of Arc, Napoleon, 
Of these 6nly Homer and Napoleon are 
directly pjre^ented to us. 
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Wlieii the tale, The Shifter of Kyme^ 
first appeared, its seeniinffly arbitrary in¬ 
vention displeased many. Why take up 
this legend of* the blind or half-blind old 
man { Why gi\c this insignificant figure, 
this poor creature going from place to 
place earning his bread by his songs, the 
awe-inspiring name of Homer i But 
upon maturer reflection v\e acknowledge 
how correctly France has seen, and \\hat 
wisdom there is in his \ iew of the matter. 
The singer of his talc is unmistakably 
akin to the bards descii bed in the Homeric 
poems; and it is only natural that his 
house should have been cramped and low 
in comparison with that of his neighbour, 
the wealthy soothsayer. 

The secret of the art of Fiances his- 
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torical style is, as already said, that he 
thinks HI id speaks in the spirit ()f the age 
which he is portraying, seems to share its 
view-i, to accept its beliefs and supersti- 
tioiis, its. prejudices and ideas, vllhoiil a 
trace of irony or of fatuity, but \Mth an 
artistic skill hich forcibly brings out the 
contra st between the spirit of those ages 
or countries and ours. 

Take, for instiuice, in the story just 
mentioned, the way in which he com¬ 
municates to the reader, by means of his 
description of the old singers metliods, 
his own conception of the genesis of the 
Homeric poems. When a king requests 
the old man to sing, but to let it be the 
truth that ne sings, he answers: What 
I kno^v of tlie heroes I have from my 
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fatlicr, who learned it IVoni the Muses 
tlK‘inscl\cs; for of old the Muses were 
wont lo \isit the dixiiie sniffers in caves 
and woods. I shall iningk‘ no lies with 
the old histories. ’ And Iht author ad(is: 

He spoke thus from prudence. For to 
the son^s \^hiel^ he had learned in bis 
childhood lie was in tlio habit of adding 
\erse'^ which he had taken from other 
songs or found within himself. But he 
did not ro/ifc.ss Jku iti^ led he shodkl 
he blamed Jot ii. The chidlains almost 
always asked for the old talcs, \\hich they 
believed to ha\c been dictated b\ a 
divinHy, and niistrusted the new songs. 
Therefore lie carefully eorj<*cah‘d the 
origin of those which he had composed 
him«^clf. ^l?td c.N he wny a vcnjf*oodpovt^ 
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<uid (.(mjulhj uhncnjnl the c^taldtshcd 
' hf^ ec*ses 7t'Cfr ni no tense dn 

hn, , itnhli fnoh those of his lojcjhtho > . 
llic^ ifsoinhl^d tliom in IbiD) and beauty, 
and from ihe nioinenJ oi: tlien ei'iictplh^n 
wore wortliy of* iiumoital fauF‘ ’ The 
sfliirer ‘s, we obserxe. piaised, iii the 
spini of ilu .lue, loi i\ • * 3 U.tin\ w'ineh, 
.*i. * » * •laxlerii idc !5^'m 

hj> .< 

In ; ’ ‘s* i\ MU p h . J t ‘ ‘ llu‘ 

Ujal(»'j / 1’ kd // (hettf 

thru*M» uluM. Uiin nnening 
* mkc i''ai Knne* b<(^ s Itekd tlie 
)no^t n»'ueusiinf‘ oi nil r!*( lit;, id 
n*inN s Ana Ci v*' n 

foi <s one elt' a* iiiLen'-* <iiuu)i 
to Lli <v’ \y1vIC‘Ii il jio's'^'.'icci O.iuU, 
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namely, the diametrical opposition be- 
bveen Farinatas views and ours. Tn 
our days it is a very honourable thing 
to fight for one’s countrymeu against 

4 

foreign troops, <ind an abominable thing 
to stir up ci^il v\ar. >Vheii Farinata 
is justifying himself for having fought 
on the side of Siena against his Florentine 
fellow countrymeu, he says: “ Undoubt¬ 
edly it would have been better Ibr us 
Florentines to have foiiglit out tlie (juar- 
rel amongst ourselves. Civil war is such 
a fine and noble thing, a thing of such 
delicacy, that the implication of foreigners 
in it ouglit, ii'possible, to be avoided. . . , 
I do not maintain the same of wars 
witli other Slates. I'liej are^ useful, at 
times necessary, enterprises, undertaken 
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to defend or to extend the frontiers of 
a country or to further its commerce. 
But as a rule there is neither much 
adjv^'intage nor much honour to be gained 
by fighting in tliese vulgar «*irs. For 
them a sensible people prefers to em¬ 
ploy mercenary troops, under experienced 
leaders, who can do a great deal with a 
small force,” 

To appreciate the characteristic (juali- 
ties of tliis dialogue the reader should 
compare it with the corresponding ver¬ 
sified dialogue by Robert Browming, 
in which the old Italian passionateness 
finds expression. Browning’s language 
is more v’^ehement than France’s, more 
spasmodic^ and more spontaneous. 

France, R mlc, produces his effect 
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entirely by the contrast between the 
inner logic of* men’s feelings in these old 
days and in ours. 

The most fully elaborated of the tales 
is that entitled CommiuH^ the Aiiehate^ 

•i 

which describes the career of a (iallic 
chieftain in the time of Cajsar. Although 
the author appears to have drawn as 
freely on his imagination here as in 'The 
Sniffer of Kyrnc, he has in this case 
built upon a sound historical foundation. 
The reader with Caesars Commcntcmcs 
fresh in his memory will remember what 
they tell about the Atrebate chief, 
Commius. To France it has been 
a congenial task to probe the mind of 
a barbarian of those days—to describe 
Commius’s care-free life as the chief of 
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his tribe, to show how lie is won over 
by the Romans and feels flattered by 
being called Cicsar’s friend, but is gradu- 
afly led to regard the loss of freedom 
as a disgrace, until his feeling towards 
the Romans becomes the barbarian’s 
fierce hatred. Most readers will feel 
that not until they made acquaintance 
with this story had they a thorough 
understanding of the dilTerence between 
the Roman methods of warfare and 
those of the barbarians, and iii especial 
of the skill in engineering which had 
been acquired by the little dark soldiers 
who made war more with the pickaxe 
and the spade than witli the javelin and 
the sworJ. Veiy masterly is the de¬ 
scription the barbariau king’s aston* 
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ishineiii aiid affright wlieii, after an* 
absence of a lew years, he returns to 
his poor capital, Nciiietocemia (the Arras 
of to-dayh and finds it transformed hy 
the Romans into a magnificent town, 
with temples and colonnades. He can¬ 
not but believe them possessed of inagite 
power. We follow liim with keen in¬ 
terest as he wanders through the town 
disguised as a beggar; we watcii his 
surprise at the paintings on the houses, 
of the subjects of y^hivh he understands 
nothing; we see hun murder a young 
Uomaii’wlio ir» sitting in the amphitheatre 
composing Latin verses in a (ireek metre 
to his Phmbe. Here again ^Vance pro¬ 
duces his effect by the silent ^ throwing 
into relief of the difference between men's 
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ideas in those days and in ours. He 
writes as follows, tor instance, of the 
prefect of the Homan horse, Caius 
Voluoenus Quadratus, who resolves to 
invite Commius to a friendly conference, 
and to have a deadly blow dealt him 
from behind whilst lie himself is taking 
him by the hand. 

‘‘He was a good general, learned in 
mathematics and mechanics. In times 
of peace, under the terebinth trees of 
his Campanian villa, he coinersed with 
other high officials upon the laws, man¬ 
ners, and eustoms of different races. He 
lauded the virtues of olden days, extolled 
liberty, read Circck histoiy and philo¬ 
sophy. He was distinguished for nobility 
and refinejrjent of mind. And as Com- 
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mills the Atrabatc was a barbarian, 
hostile to Rome and the Roman cause, 
he considered it right and wise to have 
liim assassmated.” 

Im 

Although it is only in faint silhouette 
that Ca'sar is presented to us, we are 
conscious here, as elsewhere, that Anatole 
France is deeply interested in him. He 
admires him without any cordial sym¬ 
pathy. His Abb<5 Coignard, who muses 
upon Caisar, is repelled by his cruelty. 
The cutting off of the (lauls’ hands at 
Uxellodunum is, of course, not forgotten. 
Yet Ca>sar was more merciful than any 
other Roman general. But France, follow¬ 
ing his usual custom, puts into one book 
all that tells in fa\ our of Casai*, and into 
another what tells against him. 
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He has done the same with Napoleon. 
Ill Le Lys Rouf^c the shallowness of 
Napiileon s character is dwelt upon—nay, 
insisted upon to such an extent that 
poor Napoleon HI. is actually maintained 
to be a more interesting figure. In the 
short story. La Mun on (the ship which 
conveyed Bonapaite from Egypt to 
France), we are, on the other hand, told 
of the young commanders inclination to 
mysticism, of his mysterious belief in his 
own future. And France puts into his 
mouth the following profound woids: 

No man escapes his fate. Brutus, who 
was a medio nity, believ ed in the power 
of the human w^ill. A gi’eatcr man does 
not harbofir that illusion. He sees 
the necessity whicli limits him. . . . 
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Children are rebellious. A great man 
is not. Wliat is a human life ( The 
curve traced by a projectile." Bonaparte 
says this at tlie very moment when, with 
implicit faith in his own luck, he is ven¬ 
turing out on tlie Mediterranean among 
the English cruisers. "I''he \\hole shoit 
story is based, as it were, upon his pre¬ 
monition of coming gi’eatness. 

But here, as always, France, with the 
unerring taste of the rcnlly great writer, 
a\oids cheap effect. India-rubber in hand, 
he goes o\er all tlic outlines, erasing, 
toning down. 

It is characteristic, and in harmony . 
with the naivete of the stj^te,"that naivetd 
should form .1 distinguishing’'quality of 
the most lifelike characters vjbich France 
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has produced. Another of their qualities 
is often strongly developed, sometimes 
very shameless sensuality, which is not 
repugnant to him, and wliicli it amuses 
him to delineate. 

Take Abbe Coigiiard in La Rcinc 
PiL^dauqne, a man with an astoundingly 
able mind, a childlike soul, and a shame¬ 
less body. Take Choulette in Le Ltjs 
RougL\ a childlike, drunken, shameless 
genius, lliis portrait of Verlaine Ave 
find again, with \ariations, in the Cicstas 
of TjEhd dc Nacn\ In all three there 
is a mixture of simplicity and cynic 
voluptuousness—a half-childlike absence 
»of shame. 

Abb^ Cgignard undermines everything 
established with his doubts and leads an 
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exceedingly loose life, but remains faith¬ 
ful ill the very smallest particular to the 
Catholic religion. E\en more childlike 
than he himself is his disciple, Tourne- 
broche. Choulctte is the old, ruined 
Bohemian, elciiially young as the poet, 
melting with drunken compassion for the 
poor and the mean—as is said of Coignard, 
“half a St. Francis of Assisi, half an 
Epicurean, a big, believing, shameless 
child." 

It is in ^irtue of tliis combiniition— 
naivete and shanitlessness—that Riquet 
the dog becomes one of Fnuices best 
characters. No man is as devoid of 
shame as a dog, and no child is more 
childlike. 

lliquet has great difficulty in seeing 
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thiugs Irom Monsieur Uergeret’s point 
of view. He flics at the heels of the 
worlli^ carpenter, merely because that 
workman wears a blouse and cames tools; 
he is steeped in all the old prci'>di<’c of 
the feudal age. 

* But his “ Thoughts ” arc a little master¬ 
piece of canine innocence and compresr»cd 
irony. Let me gh e a few examples. 

“ M en. animals, and stones gi-ow larger 
as> they approach me, and become enor¬ 
mous when they aie quite close. It is 
not so with me. I rcniain the same size 
wherever 1 am.” 

“The smell of a dog is a delicious 
smell.” 

“ My master keeps me warm when I 
lie behind, him in his arm-chair. That 
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is because he is a god. In front of the 
fire there is a warm hearthstone. The 
hearthstone is dhine.” 

“I speak when I choose. From ipy 
master’s mouth, too, issue sounds which 
ha\e a kind of meaning. But tlieir mcair- 
ing is less plain than that whieli I expre!>s 
with my \oice. E\erything uttered by 
my voice means something. But Irom 
my mastei’s mouth comes much sense¬ 
less noise.” 

“ There are carriages which horses draw 
in the streets. They arc terrible. There 
are carriages which move of themselves, 
puffing loudly. These, too, are full of 
malice. ’ 

“People in rags deseive to be hated, 
and also those who cany baskets on their 
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heads or roll casks. Children who run 
about the streets, chasing each other and 
screaming, are hateful loo,’ 

I loAc my master because he is 
powerful and terrible.'’ 

An action for wliich one is thrashed 
is>a bad action. An action for which one 
is caressed or gixen sonielhing to c;.t is 
a good action," 

‘‘ Prayer. —C) Ucrgeret, my master, god 
of carnage, 1 adore thee. I'raised be 
thou when thou art terrible, praised 
when tliou art gracious! I crawl to 
thy feet, I lick thy hands. Great art 
thou and beautiful when, seated at thy 
spread tabla thou devourest quantities 
of food. Great art thou and beautiful 
wheu, bringing forth tire from a little 
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chip of wood, thou chaiigest night into 
day. Keep me, I pray thee, in thy 
house, and keep out every other dog 1 ’ 
This is a parody of human religion, 
good-natured and yet ti*enehant. 

When, in his turn. Monsieur Bergcret 
addresses tlic dog, he addresses in hiln 
the whole undeveloped portion of the 
human race. 

“You too, poor little black being, so 
feeble in spite of your shai-p teeth and 
your gaping jaws, you too adore out¬ 
ward appearances, and your worship is 
the ancient w(>rship of injustice. You 
too allow yourself to be seduced by lies. 
You too have race hatreds. ‘ 

“ I know that there is ;ni obscure 
goodness in you. the goodncv!» of Caliban. 
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You are pious; you have your theology 
and your morality. And you know no 
better You guard tlie house, guard it 
eje)x agaijist those who are its protection 
and ornament. That workman wliom 
you tried to drive away has, plain man 
thougli he he, most admirable ideas. You 
would not listen to him. 

‘•Your hairy ears hear, not him who 
speaks best, but him who shouts loudest. 
And fear, that natural fear whieli was the 
counsellor of your ancestors and mine 
when they were cave-dwellers, tlie fear 
which created gods and crimes, makes 
you the enemy of the unfortunate and 
deprives you* of pity.” 

The irony gains in power by being veiled 
«in the iimcici^iicc of the dog. The irony 
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in Frances writings is generally veiled 
in some such manner. In Monsimr 
Bogcfet d Pa?ys 9 for instance, the stand¬ 
point of tlic authors opponents is pre¬ 
sented to us in two chapters wliich are 
read aloud by Monsieur Bergerct from a 
supposed work of the year 1538, in which 
France, with extraordinary skill, ha:> 
imitated the language, style, and reason¬ 
ing of the Tniblions, the Nationalists of 
that age. 

Just as something in Frances intellec¬ 
tual qualities generally, reminds us of 
\^)ltaire as the narrator, so something 
in his principal characters and in the spirit 
of his novels recalls Cauduh. Candide, 
too, was naive. France has lead Voltaire 
again and again, and assimilated much of 
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him. How oiten, for instance, does the 
story of Cosru’s widow in Zadt^ crop up 
in France’s pages! A \"oltairean sentence 
sujch as: The belief in the immortality 
of the soul IS spreading in AfnVj* ah-iig 
with cotton goods,’ sounds as if it might 
have been written by France. The 
naivete of the modern wiiter is certainly 
the more genuine, though in greatness as 
an author he, of course, falls far short of 
his predecessor. 
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Tjii: four \()lumcs of the Histone Con- 
tcmpomine, the last two of which, with 
their witty tirades on the Drcyliis affair, 
were of no small assistance to the oppo¬ 
nents of the Nationalists, are, though of 
unequal \alue, a vejy remarkyble product 
of ripe experience and Olympian superi¬ 
ority. The principjd character, the gentle 
and wise JMoiisieur Bergeret, unfortunate 
as a husband, foitunate in that he was 
able to obtain a divorce, is, as a type, 
in no respect inferior to the personages 
in whom other great French authors 
have embodied themselves. He is a 
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worthy brother of ^Uccstc, Figaro, and 
Mt'rcadet. 

Moie artistically perfect tlian this 
lewgthy four-\olume novel are the short 
modern stories published under the title 
of C?ain(/fnfj/lh\ The first of these, 
wliicli gi\ es its name to the book, is told 
placidly, simplj, cuttingly, bitterly. The 
plot is so simple that it can be com¬ 
pressed into a few lines. A decent old 
man, a street \endoi f)f \egetables, has 
stopped with his barrow in front of a shop 
in a very busy thoroughfare. He is wait¬ 
ing foi payment for some leeks which he 
has sold. A policeman orders him to 
move on, and, heedless of the old man’s 
muttered, I’m waiting for my money/’ 
repeats the order twice in the course of a 
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few moments, and then, enraged by Crain- 
quebille’s “ resistance to authority,” arrests 
him and accuses him before the magistnite 
of ha\ ing made use of the insulting ex¬ 
pression in which the common people give 
vent to their dislike of the police— a thing 
whicli the old man lias certainly not done. 
The magistrate, who places more faith in 
the assertion of the policeman than in the 
denial of the poor man, sentences the 
latter to a fortnight’s imprisonment and a 
fine of fifty francs. 

When he comes out of prison Crain- 
quebille finds that his customers have 
deserted him for another hawker, and will 
have nothing more to do with him because 
of his disgrace. He sinks deeper and 
deeper into poverty and misery, until at 
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last he feels that the only way left him to 
provide himself with a shelter is to rush 
at a policeman shouting the offensive 
expression which he had beloic been 
unjustly accused of using. I'his pc'hce- 
mau, however, leaning stoically against a 
lamp-post in pouring rain, despises the 
insult, Sind takes not the slightest i^otice 
of it, so that the poor man’s last i esoi*t 
fails him. 

Crainquebille is painfully touching; the 
next little stoiy, Pitfois^ is both witty 
and pregnant with meaning. 

imeien,' says Zoo to her brother, 
Monsieur Bergerct, “ you remember 
Putois ^ ” • 

“ I should say so. Of sill the familiar 
fiffures of our childhood, no other is still 
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so \ividly before iny eyes. He had a 
peculiarly high head.” 

“ And low forehead,' adds Mademoiselle 
Zoe. 

And now brother and sister intone in 
turn, with perfect seriousness, as if they 
weregix ing a description for legal purposes: 
“ Low forehead,’* ‘‘Wall-eyed,” “Unable 
to look one in the face/’ “Wrinkles at the 
corner of the eyes,” “Thin.” “Rather 
round-shoiildered,’ “ Feeble in appearance, 
but in reality extraordinarily strong— able 
to bend a five-franc piece between his first 
finger and thumb,” “ Thumb enonnous,” 
and many other particulars. 

Monsieur Rergeret’s daughter Pauline 
asks: “ What was Putois i ” a\Ki is told 
that he wras a gardener, the souix)f respect- 
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able country people; that he started a 
nursery at Saint Omer, but, proving un 
successful with it, had to take work wliere 
could find it; and that his character 
was none of the best. When Monsieur 
Bergeret the elder missed anything from 
Iris writing-table he always said: I 
have a suspicion that Putois has been 
here.” 

“Is tliat all ^ ’ asks Pauline. 

“No, my child, that is not all, Tlie 
remarkable thing about Putois was that, 
well as we knew him, he ne\eitheless , . 

“ Did not exist,” said Zoe. 

“ flow can you say sucli a thing ! ” cried 
Monsieur Bergeret. “ Are you prepared 
to answxT* for your words, Zoe ^ Have 
you sufficiQi]tly reflected upon the condi- 
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tioiis of existence and all the modes of 
being ^ ” 

Then Monsieur Bergcret explains to his 
daughter that Putois was born as a fuH- 
grown man in the days when he himself 
and his sister were boy and gnl. The 
Bergerets inhabited a small house in Saint*- 
Omer, wliere they led a (piiet, retired life, 
until they were disco\cred by a rich old 
gi’and-aunt of Madame's, Madame Cor- 
nouillei, the owner of a sniall property in 
the neighbouihood, who took ad\antage 
of the relationslup to insist upon their 
dining with her eveiy Sunday—a Sun¬ 
day family dinner being, according to 
her, imperathe among people of their 
position. 

As Monsieur Bergerd wa^ bored to 
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death by these entertainments, he in time 
rebelled, refused to go, and left it to his 
wife to invent excuses for declining the 
invitations. And thus it came about that 
the usually truthful woman said one day: 
“ We cannot come this week. I c\pe(*t 
the gardener on Sunday.' Putois had 
received his first attribute. 

(Tlancing at the scrap of ground belong¬ 
ing to the house, Madame Cornouiller 
asked with astonishment if tliis were the 
garden m which lie was to work, and on 
being told that it was, very naturally 
remarked that he might )ust as well do it 
on a weekday. This speech in its turn 
necessitated the reply that the man could 
only come on Sunday, as he was occupied 
all the week. Second qualification. 
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“ ^Vh^lt is your gardener’s name, my 
dear ^ “ Putois.” replied Madame Ber- 

geret without hesitation. From the 
moment in \\hich he received a name 
Putois began to lead a kind of* existence. 
When the old lady incpiired where he 
li\ed, he necessarily became a species of 
itinerant workman—a \ agrant, in fact. So 
now to existence had been added status. 

When JMadame Cornouiller decided that 
he should ^ oi k for her too, he immediately 
proved to be undisco^erable. Slie made 
inquiries about him of all and sundry, to 
find that most of those she asked thought 
they had seen him, and others knew him, 
but were not certain where he* was at the 
moment. ’Fhe tax-collector was able to 
say with certainty that Putois had chopped 
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firewood for him between the 19th and 
23rd of October of the comet year. 

The day came, however, when Madame 
Pornouiller was able tt) tell the Bci’gerets 
that she herself luid seen him—a man of 
fiftyor thereabouts, thin, round-shouldered, 
•with a dirty blouse and the gciieial appear¬ 
ance of a tiamp. She had called Putois 1 ” 
in a loud \oLee. and he had turned round. 

From this day oimard Putois became 
ever more and more of a reality. Three 
melons were stolen Irom Madame Cor- 
nouiller. She suspected Putois. The 
police, too, believed him to be the culpiit, 
and seal died the neighbourhood for liim. 
The Journal dc Satnt’Omci published a 
description of him, from which it appeared 
that he had the face oi a habitual criminal, 
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Ere long tliere was another theft on 
Madame Cornoiiiller’s premises; three 
small silver spoons weie stolen. She 
recognised Putois’s handiwork. Hence¬ 
forward he was the terror of the town. 

When Gudule, her cook, w'as disco\ered 
to be oiu’inic, Madame Coniouiller 
jumped to the conclusion that she had 
been seduced by Putoi'«. and was con¬ 
firmed in her belief by the fact of the 
woman’s weeping and refusing to answer 
her questions. As (iudule was ugly and 
bearded, the story <>'’casioned much amuse¬ 
ment, and m popular fancy Putois became 
a perfect satyr. Another servant in the 
town and a poor hump-backed girl being 
brought to bed that same yeai‘ with cliil- 
dreu whose paternity was mysteriously 
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concealed, Piitois attained the reputation 
of a veritable monster. 

Children caught glimpses of him every- 
yhei e. 'riiey saw him passing the door 
in the dusk, or climbing the garden wall; 
it was he who had inked the faces ol Zoc’s 
dolls; he howled al nights witli the dogs 
and caterwauled with the cats: he stole 
into the bedroom ; he became something 
between a hobgoblin, a brownie, and the 
dustman who closes little children s eyes. 
Monsieur Bergcret was interested in him 
as tyjiieal of all human beliefs; and, since 
all Saiiit-Omei was firmly convinced of 
Putois’ existence, he, as a good citizen, 
would do nothing to shake their belief. 

As to ^kldame Bergeret, she reproached 
hersell’ sometimes lor the birth of Putois; 
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but, after all, she had done nothing worse 
than Shakespeare when he created Cali¬ 
ban. Ne\ertheless she turned quite pale 
one day when the maid came in sir\d 
said that a man like a country labourer 
wished to speak to madame. “ Did 
he give his name ^ “ Ves—Putoisi” 
“ What ? ” Putois, madame. He is 
waiting in the kitchen.' “ What does he 
want {“ lie will tell no one but your¬ 
self, madame.” Go and ask him again.” 

AVhen the maid returned to the kitchen 
Putois was gone. Put from that day 
jSladaine Bergeret herself began to have a 
kind of belief in his existence. 

'rhe story is both cle\er ^nd of deep 
signiticance. It turns on the'cjuestion of 
what an imaginary e\i4cuce .is. Putois’ 
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generation is the generation of a myth, 
and he exerts the infinenee which mythical 
characters do. No one can deny the rule 
qf niythi(‘al beings over the minds of men, 
their influence on human souls. (lods 
and goddesses, spirits and saints, have in¬ 
spired enthusiasm and terror, have had 
their altars, liave counselled crimes, have, 
originated customs and laws. Satyrs and 
Silenuses have occupied the human ima¬ 
gination, have set (‘hisels and lirnshes to 
work century after c(Mitiiry. Devil 

has his history, extending back for thou¬ 
sands of years—has been terrible, witty, 
foolish, cruel: has demanded human sacri¬ 
fices ; and has not only been worshipped 
by magiciajis and witches, but has, up to 
our own d^ys, had his priests. France, 
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however, has not the l)e\il alone in his 
mind ; his thoughts range liiglicr. 

And lie not only throws light in 
a bantering wa\ on the formation of /i 
myth, but also, and still more vividly, 
upon human \erdiets. AMien Madame 
CornouiJlcr suspects Madame Bcrgerct 6f 
wisliing to keep the \agrant gardener for 
her*-elf, of not allowing other people to 
have any share in Putois, the writer re¬ 
marks, as it w'erc with a smile, that many 
historical conclusions which are accepted 
by every one are as well founded as this 
conclusion of M ‘idame Cornouillers. Here, 
as elsewhere, France asserts that it is 
foolish to believe in the jusfjudgmeut of 
posterity. 

He has ahva^v'^ thought it. .strange that 
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Madame Roland should have «appealed to 
‘‘impartial posterity.” without reflecting 
thill it' her contemporaries, who guillotined 
her, were cruel apes, there was e\cry pro¬ 
bability of* their descendants beinsr the 
same. 

* The world s history is ilie wcuid s ver¬ 
dict, a\ rote Schiller. He is a nane man 
who bclicAcs this, rosteiity is just only to 
this extent, that the (|ucstions aic of iii- 
difl'erence to it: iind as il is with the 
greated difliculty that it can examine the 
dead, and as, inoreo\cr, it u itself not an 
impersonal thing, but an iggicgate of more 
or less pie|ndict‘<l Iniman b(*ings, the 
verdict tcike^ shape accoulinglv. Historic 
justice is Pnlois 

Fame is. a Rutias <iii imaginary, im- 
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palpable being, that is pursued by lliou- 
sands, and that mells into nothing just 
when it should display itself in full \igour 
—namely, after their death. ^ 

E\erywhere wc ha\c imaginary, arti¬ 
ficial existence, proclaimed to be real, and 
accepted as such. It is not at all necessary 
to confine oursehes to religion, where it 
is only too easy to disfo\er Putois, whose 
huge shadow darkens theology in its en¬ 
tirety. Let us think of the illusions in 
politics, of the part played by titles in 
social life. Or lc‘i us remember the place 
occupied by imaginaiy existences in our 
owui emotional life. Suppose that we 
could tiansfer to canvas the Image of the 
belo\ed one wiiicli forms itself in the 
imagination of the lover at the moment 
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* when lie sees all her supposed perfections, 
and afterwards place alongside of it the 
image of her which remains when love has 
qyaporated and he has stripped her, one 
by one, of all tlie qualities which enchanted 
him—the description of the lirst picture 
would not seem less unreal than the 
description of Putois. 

The reader who muses over the little 
story will feel how many ideas it sets in 
motion, and will, like the inhabitants of 
Saint-Omer, find traces of Putois every¬ 
where. 



Tin: fault in most liistorical descriptions 
is that the pictures of the past are dis¬ 
torted ill accordance with the significance 
which they ha\c acquired for a later age. 
Gobineaii makes Michael Angelo talk of 
Raphael as people did in the nineteenth 
century wlu'ii they named them together. 
Wilde makes John the Baptist speak as he 
does in the Cio‘^pels, which were written, 
with an aim which led to distortion, long 
after his death. ^Vlicre\er in modem 
pociry or art the figure of Jesus is 
treated, no matter in ^hat' spiiit—let 
it be by Paul Ileyse, by Sadakichi 
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Hartmann the Japanese, or Edward 
Soderberg the Dane—He is the principal 
‘ figure of His day, occupying the tlioughts 

all. 

France, in his story, Juda'cis Pro¬ 
curator, has, in an extreinelv clever 
manner, indicated the place occupied 
by .lesiis in the consciousness of a 
coiuemporary Roman. I'o any one who 
can read, the fact that the life and 
death of tfesus interested only a little 
band of humble people in Jerusalem, is 
sufficiently established by the circum¬ 
stance that Josephus, who knows e\ery- 
tliing that happens in the I’alestine of his 
day, does not so much as name Him. The 
man who* argues that such an event as 
the CnxcifiKion must have made some 
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impresMon forgets what a common and 
unheeded incident a cnieilixion was in 
troublous times. During the Jewish war 
of the year 70, in the course of whicli 
13,000 Jc\\s were killed at Skythopolis, 
50,000 in Alexandria, •40,000 at Jotapata 
—1,100,000 in all—Titus »‘riicified on an 
a\erage 500 Jews every day. AVlieu, 
impelled by hunger, they crept under the 
walls of Jerusalem, they w^ere captured, 
tortured, and crucilied. At last there 
was no more wood for crosses left in 
Palestine. 

As his principal character, France has 
taken the I'itus .Eliiis Lamia to wdiom the 
se\enteeiith ode of Horaces Third Book 
is addiessed—a gay >oung Ibauaii who, 
according to l^'iaiice, is banished by 
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Tiberius for a flagrant lo\C‘affair with a 
consuls \^ifc, goes to Palestine, and meets 
Aviln a friendly reception in the house of 
Pontius Pilate. Forty years pass ; Jslius 
Lamia has long been back in Italy; he 
is at Bake, taking the baths, and is sitting 
one day by a path upon a height reading 
Lucretius, when, in the occupant of a 
litter borne past by sla\es, it seems to 
him that he recognises Ids old host, 
Pilate. 

And it really is Pilate, who has come, 
accompanied by his eldest daugliter, now 
a widow, to take the baths, 'fhey talk of 
old days—of all the trouble Pontius had 
with those wretched Jews, who refused to 
do homage to the image of the Emperor 

on the banners, and allowed themselves 

•• 
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to be flogged to death rather than wor¬ 
ship it. They continually came to him, 
too, demanding a sentence of death on 
some unfortunate creature whose crime 
he was unable to discover, and who 
appesared to him to be as mad as his 
accusers. Lamia declares that Pontius 
lacked appreciation of the Jews’ good 
qualities, but confesses that his own pre¬ 
dilection was in favour of the Jewesses, 
lie recalls an e\ening o'i which he saw 
one of them dancing with uplifted arms 
to the clang of cymbals, on a ragged 
cai*pct in a miserably lighted, wretched 
drinking-booth. "J'he dance was barbaric,' 
the \ oice hoarse, but in the motion of the 
limbs there was sorcery, and the eyes were 
Cleopatra’s. She had heavy red hair, this 
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giri» whose charms enticed the young 
Homan to follow her everywhere. “ Hut 
she ran away from me,” he continued, 
*“when the young lay preacher and 
miracle-worker came from Galilee to 
Jerusalem. She became inseparable from 
him, and joined the little band of men 
and women ^\ho ^\cre always with 
him. “You remember him, of coursed’ 
“No,” replies Pilate, “llis name was 
Jesus, I think ; he was from Nazareth.’* 
“ T do not remember him,” reaJlirms 
Pilate. “You w^ere obliged to have him 
crucified.” Jesus—” mutters Pilate, 

‘^from Nazaretli—1 have no recollection 
of it.” 

Here vVe have a charaeteristie example 
of Frauec^s manner ol* producing his 
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effects, and of his art in its profound 
trutl). 

So far is he from seeing Pilate’s con¬ 
nection Avith .Icsus in tlie light of later 
times that he represents him as com¬ 
pletely forgc'tting the whole oceiirrcnce, 
w^iich was an cAeiyday one to him— 
w’hilst Lamia only remembers it because 
of Magdalene. 

Fiance has drawn Magdalene again in 
the tale of Laid Aalh, one of those 
composing the Aolnme entitled Hal- 
tliasar. Here he i<^prcsents her as driven 
from Judica, and arri\ing by ship at 
INlarseillfs, where she tries to convert her 
protectress, a Roman knight s* wife. The 
Roman lad\ desires a child, x^agdalene 
piomiscs \o piay foi hti I’lie next time 
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she conies to tlie house LccUt, Aeilia is 
pregiifint. And now Magdalene tells her 
that she herself was a sinner when she 
iirst beheld the fairest of men, Ihe Son of 
Man; that lie dro\ c seven de\ ils out of 
her; and that she fell on her knee^ 
before Him in the house of one Simon 
and poured precious ointment from an 
alabaster box o\er FIis sacred feel. She 
repeats the words which lht‘ gentle Rabbi 
uttered in her defence when His disciples, 
with coarse taunts, \\ould have driien her 
away. Since then she has liicd in the 
shadow of the Master as in a new Para¬ 
dise, And to her it was that He appeared 
first after His lesurrection. 

It seenft to the Roman lady that 
Magdalene is endeavouring to impart to 
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her a distaste for tlie pleasures of her 
placid life, lentil now she has had no 
idea of tliere being any other happi¬ 
ness in tlic world except that which 
she knows, 

“ I have no desire to know your God. 
You ha\e loved him too supremely. To 
please him one is to fall at his feet with^ 
unloosened hair! That is no posture for 
the wife of a Homan knight. Go, Jewess I 
Your (iod can never he mine. I have 
not li^cd the life of a sinner, and I 
have not been possessed with seven 
devils. I have not wandered in ways 
of error; 1 am a woman deserving of 
respect. Go! ” 

What attracts France in these characters 
is the contrast l)ctwecn the emotional life 
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of the two women, between the religiously 
erotic rapture of the Asiatic and the 
tradition-sanctioned conjugal love of the 
Jloman matron. 

It is always as the creative writer that 
he touches history. 



AM()\(i the nunny things in wliieh France 
docs not believe is history as a science. 
History, he says, is a representation of the 
events of llie past. Ilut what is an event ? 
A remarkable fact. A^'^llo decides whether 
a fact is remarkable or not ? The historian 
decides it, arbitrarily, according to his 
taste. A fact is, moreover, an exceed¬ 
ingly composite thing. Does the historian 
represent it in all its compositeness? 
Tliat would be impossible. Hence he 
gives us il cropped and pruned. And yet 
again, the historic fact is the final conse¬ 
quence of unhistoric or unknown facts. 
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How can the historian cleiiionstratc their 
concatenation ? 

This line of argument appeals so forcibly 
*0 France that he sets it forth no fewer 
than three times —in the preface to T.a 
Fic Liiteraire^ in Lcs Opinions de 
nftromc CoifinanU and in IjC Jnrdin 
cVEpicure. As the creative writer lie 
chills the ardour of the in\estigator by his 
scepticism. It is, he says, impossible to 
know the past; no one is able to read 
everything that would recpiire to he read. 
Twice he relates the same fable in illus¬ 
tration of his argument: 

AVhen young Prince Zemire succeeded 
his father pn the throne of Persia, he sum¬ 
moned a Qpnvocation of all the learned 
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iiieu of liis kiiigdoiii, aud addressed tliem 
thus: 

“ My revered teaclier has impressed 
upon me that kings would be less liable 
to error if they were acquainted with the 
history of the past. Write me a history 
of the world, aud make certaiji that it fe 
complete.'’ 

After the lapse of twenty years the 
learned men reappeared before the king, 
followed l)y a caraAan c()mpo'»ed of tweh'^e 
camels, each bearing 500 \ oliimes. 

The secretary of I he society made a 
short speech aud presented the 0000 
volumes. 

The king, whose time was folly occupied 
with the affiiirs of the State, expressed his 
gratitude for the trouble taken,, but added: 
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“I am now middle-aged, and even if I 
live to be old 1 shall not have time to 
read such a long lustory. Abridge it! ’* 
After labouring twenty years longer 
the learned men returned, fol'owed by 
three camels bearing l.'iOO volumes, and 
s&id: “ Here is our new work; we believe 
that nothing esscntiiil is omitted." 

“ 'I'hat may he; but I am an old man 
now. Abridge itill further, and with all 
possible speed!" 

After the lapse of oirly ten years they 
reappeared, followed by a young elephant, 
bearing only 500 volumes. “This time 
we have been exceedingly brief ’’ 

“Not yet‘sufficiently so," replied the 
king. “ life is almost over. Abridge 
again 
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Five years passed, and the secretary 
returned alone, walking with crutches, and 
leading a small ass, whose load waj one 
Large book. 

Hurry ! ' called an officer. “ The 
king is at the point of death. 

“ 1 die/’ said the kmg, witliout know¬ 
ing the history of mankind.” 

“Not so, sire/' answered the aged 
man of learning; “ I can compress it 
for you into three words: They were 
born, suffered, and died. ’ 

I 

W e see how it is that France, in spite 
oi' his great gifts as an investigator, has 
not become a historian, but a novelist and 
story-wi iter. 

lie is not, however, sc> pessimistic as we 
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might conclude from the closing words of 
his fable. The human beings whom he 
describes have pleasures as well as pains, 
^nd he invariably advocates pleasure as 
superior to c\cry kind of abnegation of 
nature, and combats the theory that there 
P> good in suHering. 

But this scepticism witli regaril to 
history is typical ol his sceptical spirit 
generally. 


L i«i J 



'Fue danger of extreme intellectual re¬ 
finement is that it disposes to doubt. 
The interest in liumanity of tiie man who 
sees tlie many-sidedness of everything is 
apt to be swallowed up in contempt for 
humanity. And once this has happened 
he is quite likely, from sheer pessimistic 
reasonableness, to become ilie supporter 
of high-handed tyranny. 

France has run this danger. Ten years 
ago it seemed as if the course of his 
development were quite as likely to lead 
him, practically, to reaction a«i to Radi¬ 
calism. 
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When Abel Herman’s book, IjC 
Cava lie?' Mhercy. a military novel of 
some ability which criticised the army, 
was forbidden to soldiers, France wrote: 
‘‘ I know only a few lines of tlie famous 
order of the day published by the colonel 
of the l^velfth Regiment of Chasseurs at 
Rouen, 'riiey arc as follows: ‘FiVery 
copy oi* Le Cavalier Miscrey which is 
confiscated shall be burned on the dung¬ 
hill, and every soldier in whose possession 
a copy is found shall he punished with 
imprisonment.’ It is not a particularly 
elegant sentence, and yet I would rather 
have written it than the four hundred 
pages of the ucveL” 

It vras « crime in those days to utter 
a word against Iho amiy. Those who 
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know what France has written about it 
since, know what a change has taken 
place ill his views. 

AVhen the crisis cainc, it showed that 
in this man d^^elt not merely, as in cer¬ 
tain others, intellect and ability, but a 
determined will, and that in his inmost 
soul he was not such a doubter but 
that he had preser\cd one belief and 
one enthusiasm- belief in the justi¬ 
fication of the gi’eat spisitual revolt of 
the eighteenth centuiy, and enthusiasm 
for it. 

As author he owns two main elements 
of efrecli\eness. The first is the ingenu¬ 
ousness \^hicIl prc\ents his characters ever 
being— what Voltaire's often are—mario¬ 
nettes ; they mo\'e freely on their own 
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legs, and lead a life iTidependent of their 
author and undisturbed by him. Their 
naivete* makes them natural. 

The second clement is ait. France has 
what he himself calls the French writer’s 
three grciat qualities in the tirst place, 
lucidity; in the second, lucidity; in the 
third and last, lucidity. Hut this is 
one fundamental quality of liis art. He 
has proved himself possessed of modera¬ 
tion and tact, in whicli for him, as the 
true Frenchman (and to use his own 
words), "‘all art consists.’ His detesta¬ 
tion of J^ola as a novelist was due to 
that Italian s utter lack of moderation as 
an artist. • He himself as namitor is 

m 

always sijbducd. 

He lacl^s passion, and he is never wan- 
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ton; his eroticism is only Epicureanism. 
Tliere is sensuality in his writing, and 
there is intcllectucality—a good deal of 
the former, an overpowering amount of 
the latter. 

He is, taken all in all, more the 
artistic and philosophic than the creativef 
author. Delacroix has said that art is 
exaggeration in the right place, France’s 
exaggeration lies in the wealth of ideas 
with whi(‘h he endows his characters, a 
wealth which the book'^ (an hardly contain 
{vide Thais and hallhasar), and for 
which place must be made in whole 
additional ^olumes. such as Iscs Opinions 
dc M, Jndme Coi^nnrd^ he Jardin 
d'Epicnre, and a part of Pierre No- 
dcre^ lie has more ideas than feelings. 
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lie has ideas upon e\ery subject, criti¬ 
cises everything—^not only liuinan pre¬ 
judice^ and institutions, but nature 
herself. 

He reproaches her, for instance, with 
gi\ing us youth so early, and letfing us 
•live the rest of our life \vithout it; it 
ought to come last, as the crown of *ife, 
like the buLtertly stage, wJiich in insects 
comes after the larva and cocoon stage, 
and ought, as the Iasi, highest phase of 
development, to be directly followed by 
death. 

France’s own highest stage of dev elop- 
ment has come last. For in liis latest 
phase, as •combatant, he is lar from 
having Ib^t juiy of his sathival power, 
or of the artistic superiority which it 
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colliers. Never lias liis irony been 
so effeeti\e as in his most distinctly 
polemical work, ISAnneau d\lmcthyste^ 
where the most immoral actions, onc' 
breach of the Se^enth Commandment 
after the other, become links in the 
cleverly woven (*hain of intrigues which, 
aiming at gratifying an ambitious young 
parccnu barons desire lo become mem¬ 
ber of an ultra-Conserv ativT aristocrat’s 
hunt, result in procuring the epis¬ 
copal ring for a craft^^ submissive priest. 
'I'his priest has cringed lo every one, and 
by his humility has prev^ailed on men 
and women to act. Hardly is he ap¬ 
pointed before he reveals himself as the 
most warlike son of the CliUrch, the 
irreconcilable enemy of the State. 
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As an artist, France, even when lie is 
most combative, is Olympian and pas¬ 
sionless. 

That he is not lacking in passion, 
behind his art and apart from it. w«s 
revealed on the day when tlie serene 
Sceptic suddenly Jaced round and as 
poJemist adopted a party, as popular 
orator proclaimed iiiniself a radical 
Socialist. 

lie was no born orator; according to 
French custom, he read iiis speeches. But 
his greatness as a writer stood him in 
good stead. He generally began by 
riveting the altention of tlie crowd by 
something gi-aphic and tangible—perhaps 
some old/ fairy-tale. One day he told 
the story pf the wonderful wrestler who 
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could transform himself into a fire-breath¬ 
ing dragon, and wlieii the dragon was 
overcome, into ail inoffensive duck. ‘‘I 
could not help thinking of this wrestler 
the other day,’* he said, “ when 1 read 
the programme whi(‘h the Nationalists 
have affixed to tlic walls. We havfe 
seen them on our streets and boule¬ 
vards ejecting fire from their eyes, 
their mouths, and their nostrils Like 
the most frightful dragons, they flapped 
their wings and showed their terror- 
inspiring claws. They were, neverthe¬ 
less, ov ercome; and now they have 
come to lile again, to make a fresh 
trial of strength, with smooth feathers, 
with an appearanti* of belonging to 
our household, with a domestic auiinars 
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mild voice. What a remarkable trans¬ 
formation !" 

The intioduetion was so amusing and 
popular that tlic auilience, bursting into 
prolonged laughter and nieriy aeelama- 
tion, was won at onec. 


[ 


ir 



Onk November evening in Paris, in the 
year l^Ol, when the delegates of the 
Seandinavian Parliaments were invited 
to an entertainment at the residence of 
M. Delcasse, the Minister of Foreign 
Aftairs, where an opportunity was given 
them to see something of upper-class 
society, including the Diplomatic Corps, 
with its elegant aiul beautifully dressed 
liidies, 1 went, instead of accompanying 
them to this attractive sight, to the 
TrocadfTO, where on the ,same even¬ 
ing, at the invitiition of the Soeialist 
party, three of the foremost men 
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of France were to address a large 
meeting. 

The hall had long been filled; but a 
seat had been kindly reserved for me, 
which, being on the platform beside the 
speakers, enabled me at a glance to view 
the GOOO human beings who crowded tlie 
floor of the enormous and beautiful 
building, and its galleries to the very 
roof, l^hc hall is built like a huge 
theatre with the stage on a le\'el with the 
dress circle. The audience, which had 
.arrived early, sat in eager expectation. 

The three speakers were Francis de 
PressenscS Jean .laures, and Anatole 
France—the'most strictly upright poli¬ 
tician, the .rnost eloquent orator, and the 
greatest writer of the France of to-day. 
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Francis de Fressensc s speech was dis¬ 
tinguished by its simple, noble power. 
It was Ilngiicnot orat()i7. He holds 
himself straight and still, speaks without 
a gesture, without an appeal to his audi¬ 
ence, except that of his assertions to their 
sense ol‘ right, lie communicates fact 
after fact and explains them. His com¬ 
mand of language is so great that lie 
has neeer to search I or w'ords, however 
quickly he speaks, and never mutilates a 
sentence, however hurriedly he flings it 
from him. In contrast to the usual 
custom of Fivneh orators, he makes not 
the slightest pause when he has said 
something particularly ettective and ap¬ 
plause breaks forth. He allows no time 
for the applause, but speaks qn without a 
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movement or a break, seciniiigly uiieori- 
scioiis of it. 

the time eamc for .Faures to 
speak, part of tlie platform was cleaied, 
because he required its full length. Tlif" 
eloquence of the great Socialist is genuine 
Catholic eloquence. He recalls the most 
remarkable of the preachers in ^^he 
churches of Naples. lie, like Ihem, is a 
Southern. And like them he requires a 
roomy stage, on which, whilst speaking, 
he can walk up and down, halt, and turn 
in all directions. 

He has a voice like the trumpet of the 
Last Judgmeiit. As soon as he op(*ned 
his mouth fts metallic clang made the 
windows in the roof of the liall ring. He 
does not use it with miu*li skill, does not 
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even moderate it to begin with, employs 
no crescendo or diminuendo, but is from 
the first to the last moment all ardour 
and passion. Hence even in a hall* 
which holds 0000 persons his voice 
seems too strong, and not unfrequently 
produces a distiirbing resonance. Hfe 
would be heard better if he spared 
himself more. 

lie has the instincts of the actor. He 
charges, like a fighting ram, with bent 
bead at an invisible enemy. Or he bends 
forwards with outstretched arms, and then 
with a jerk is erect again. Or he makes 
himself small, crouches down till he is 
almost sitting, and then suddenly starts 
up. He talks himself into a h^at; in the 
end is bathed in perspiration. ,His style is 
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emotional—^the militant pathos of a man 
who loves his fellow men. 

In his improvisations he is unable to 
keep himself in clieek. He goes on too 
long. Up and down, up and down in 
front of one inarches the short, broad- 
'shouldered, strongly-))uilt figure, large- 
limbed, thick-necked, with a round head 
and handsome bearded face. Heside him 
France and Pressensc looked like stag 
and horse beside a bull. 

France did not really speak, but read, 
as he always docs—perhaps because, as 
writer, he has too much tenderness for 
each sentence he lias composed to deliver 
it up to the chance of the moment. His 
style, winch does not permit of a word 
being oinitted or transposed, is ironical; 
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but the irony every liere and there gi\es 
way to earnestness, which is the more 
effective from its rarity. iVnd this style 
meets with approval; in all its subdued¬ 
ness it provokes laughter and carries con¬ 
viction. He relates what has happened, 
inteqeets a point of interrogation—and' 
his hearers smile: a point of exclamation 
—and they are compelled to reflect, lie 
inserts a parenthesis, and between its 
curves one catches a glimp'jC of all the 
stupidity and insolence standing outside 
of them. 

France spoke first of the state of 
matters produced by llonapartes Con¬ 
cordat, of the fact that the ‘State pays 
the clergy of three creeds, the .Catholic, 
l^iotcstant, and .lewish, bu". only of these 
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three, altliougli during the course of the 
nineteenth century the country has ac¬ 
quired far more Mohamincdan subjects 
than it has Protestant or Jewish. 

He said, with a playful allusion to the 
old story of the three rings, told by 
Boccaccio and employed by [iCssing in 
Nathan dcr Wcisc: 

“ With us the Minister of Public 
Worship, like the father in the old 
Jewish parable, has three rings. lie 
does not tell us which is tiie true one, 
and in this he is wise. But if he is to 
have more than one, why limit the 
number to three i Our Heavenly Father 
has given His sons more than three rings, 
and they are not able to discern which is 
the origijial, the tnie ring. Monsieur Ic 
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Ministre, wliy have you not all your 
Heavenly Father's rings i You pay the 
clergy of certain creeds and not those of 
others. You surely do not make your¬ 
self the judge of religious truth ? You 
eanuot maintain that the three religions 
are in posses'«ion of the trutli, seeing that 
each of them \igorousIy condemns both 
the others < ” 

As e\cry one is aware, the encroach¬ 
ments of the Roman Fatholic t hurch have 
led to the urgent demand by the Repub¬ 
lican parly for separation of Church 
and State. France maintained that this 
separation must take place at once. But 
what are to be its conditKms t He 
scofled at the old cry: A Irce Church 
in a free State. I'his woidd bj? equiva- 
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lent to an armed Cliureli in a disarmed 
State. *• Wc undoubtedly owe the 
Chureli liberty," he said; only not an 
absolute, theorelieal liberty, which docs 
not exist, but real liberty, a liberty which 
is bounded by all oilier liberties. You 
may be perfectly certain, howeicr, that 
the Church will not be the least grateful 
to us for this. It will receive this liberty 
as an insult and mockery." 

France then proceeded to speak of the 
relations between Europe and Eastern 
Asia, and in domg so said: The Euro- 
pean Powers lia\eaccustomed themselves, 
whenever any breach of order occurs in 
the great •Empire of Clima, to send out 
troops-^eithcr one Power independently 
or severed in coinbinahon—which troops 
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restore order by nieaTis ot Ibefi, a iolenee, 
plunder, slaiiglitev, and inetaidiarism, and 
pacify the country with guns and caiinoiis. 

“ l"he unarmed Chinese do not defend 
themselves, or defend Lhemsehes badly, 
^rhey are slaiiglitered w’lth agreeable 
facility. They arc polite and ceremonious, 
but we reproacli them with a want of 
goodwill tow^ards Europeans. Our com¬ 
plaint against them is of the same nature 
as Monsieur Duchaillus complaint of the 
gorilla. 

“ That gentleman 'jhot a female gorilla. 
She died clasping her young one to her 
breast. Ih' tore the joung iinimal from 
its mothers arms, and dragged it after 
him across Africa to sell it in Europe, 
lint it ga\c him just cause oi complaint. 
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It was unsociable. It preferred dying of 
iiungcrto living ui his society, OTid refused 
to take food. ‘ I was,’ he w'riUs, ‘unable 
to overcome its bad disposition.' 

“AVe complain of the Chinese with as 
much right as M. Ducluiillu complained 
of his gorilla.’' 

France went on to speak of the yellow^ 
danger for Euroj)c, and demonstrated that 
it was not to be compared wdth 1 he white 
danger for iVsia. The yellow men have 
not sent Buddhist missionaiies to Paris, 
liondon, and St. I^etersbiirg. Neither 
has any yellow military expedition lauded 
in France and demanded a strip of tem- 

tory within which the yellow men are not 

■ 

to be snbject to the laws of tlie country, 
but to a court composed of Mandarins. 
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Admiral Togo has not come to our 
country with a fleet, has not bombarded 
the harbour of Hrest to impro\c Japan’s 
trade with France. He has not set fire 
to Versailles in the name of a superior 
ci\ilisation and morality, lie has not 
carried ofl* Lo Tokio pictures from tlic 
Louvre or porcelain from the palace of 
the Klys^e. 

‘‘ It is generally acknow ledgcd that the 
yellow races are not sufficiently advanced 
to imitate the white so exactly. It is re¬ 
garded as doubtful wl;ethcr they can e\ er 
rise to such a height of moral culture. 
How is it possible for them, indeed, to 
possess our \ irtues { They are not Chris- 

j • • 

tians. 
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AVith this easily comprehensible and 
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yet profoundly ironical style of his, France 
succeeds in captivating an audience repre¬ 
senting every class of society. li* it was 
interesting to follow the speaker, it was 
not less so 1o watch the audience and see 
how his words told, and with what en¬ 
thusiastic approval llicy met. 

Yet what gives France his lasting hold 
over ins Iiearers is not his cleverness, hut 
himself—the fact that this savant who 
bears the heavy load of three cultures, 
nay, who is in himself a whole little cul¬ 
ture—that this sage, to whom the whole 
life of the earth is but an ephemeral crup- 
tio]i on its surface, and who consequently 
regards all human endea\our as linally 
vain—that this thinker, who can see every¬ 
thing from innumerable sides and might 
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have come to the conclusion that, things 
being bad at the best, the existing state 
of matters was probably as good as the 
untried—that this man slunild proclaim 
himself a son of the Itevolution, side with 
the working man, acknowledge his belief 
in liberty, throw away his load and draw . 
his sword—this is what moves a popular 
audience, this is what plain people cam 
iiiulci’stand and can prize. 

It has shown them that behind the 
author there dwelt a man—behind tlie 
great author a bra\'e man. 
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